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and deaths, and such obituary notices 
sorrowing fondness of friends promp- 
em to send him; and he introduced 
istom of publishing births, after the 
sh fashion, which the people took to 


it seems to me 

in fear of 

wn critical faculty. I like him best 

he turns himself loose at the insti- 

n of the literary devil. Possibl- it 
» influence of the English Le 

shool which has set its weariful foo 


motion and scorns the beloved 


le and his poetic bottle of rum. 

is something on the tragedy 

try printer’s life which seems to me 
immon fine: 


» all of us who work at all, the country 

by had to work too hard; and he had 
time to think or tell how to make life 

rand truer in any sort. His paper had 

berhaps as much influence as the coun- 
ulpit; its support was certainly of the 
scanty and reluctant sort, and it was 
ut consecration by an avowed self-de- 
He was concerned with the main 

‘e first, and after that there was often 
ther chance, or he lost sight of it. I 
d not instance him asanexemplary man 
should be very far from idealizing him; 

ild not like even to undertake the task 
aliziag the city journalist; and yet, in 

letrospect, at least, the country printer 


ali. SK c : Patt, 
canaries sang in their cagesalong the streé 
I left all this behind when I entered t 
dark, chill tenement - house, where th 
dreadful poverty-smell struck the life out 
the spring in my soul at the first breat 
The sick man’s apartment was clean a 
sweet, through his mother’s care (this pc 
woman was as wholly a lady as any I ha 
seen); but when I passed into his room, 
clutched himself up from the bed, a 
stretched his arms toward me with gasps 
‘*T.o spedale, lo spedale!’’ The spring, t 
cowing glory of this world, was nothing 
him. It was the hospital he wanted; and 
the poor, vo the incurable disease of our cx 
ditions, the hospital is the best we have 
give. To be sure, there is also the grave. 


[It is, take it for all in all, a very who 
some book, a’ ough it is possible th 
the blue pencil might have been used 
places to the improvement of the whole 


Didn't Want It Given Away. 


Through the hot, dusty roads of Kznsag 
would-be homesteader was pursuing |} 
way to the Cherokee strip, in search of 0 
of Uncle Sam’s free homes. He had } 
family and goods in a _ shaky prai 
schooner, which was drawn by two fee 
horses near dissolution. 

“Whar you bound?’ asked a farmer 
whose house he stopped for water. 

“Fer a hundred an’ sixty acres 0’ g 
ment land in th’ strip i 


